DR. PJUTCHARD REVISITED
exhibited by the Doctor to tfie patient, who, having drunk a
wineglassfiil, vomited forthwith.
Friday, lyth March, was the last day of Mrs. Pritchard*s
four months* martyrdom. Between 12 and i p.m. her bed-
room bell rang three times. It was M'Leod's duty to answer
it, but at the third ring the cook went up to see what was
wrong. She knew the Doctor was at home, saw the con-
sulting-room door ajar, and tried to open it, but it resisted her
touch. She turned to go upstairs, when, looking back, she
saw the Doctor come out followed by M'Leod. " How is Mrs.
Pritchard now?" he blandly inquired, and they all went up
to see. Mrs. Pritchard had another attack of cramp, so the
Doctor gave her ** something out of a porter glass/* At 5 p.m.
her bell rang violently. M'Leod, going up, found Mrs.
Pritchard in her nightdress on the drawing-room landing.
Her mind was wandering, for, pointing to the floor, she
cried: "There is my poor mother dead again 1" M*Leod
summoned Patterson; between them they got her back to
bed and called the Doctor, in whose care they left her. At
7.45 p.m. Dr. Pritchard visited Dr. Paterson and asked him
to come and see his wife. They went together to the bed-
room. Dr. Paterson was much struck by her terribly altered
appearance. Her expression was wild, and her eyes fiery red
and sunken. She told him she had been vomiting, but
Pritchard said that was not so: she was only raving. She
complained of great thirst, and Pritchard poured out water
for her to drink, remarking, "Here is some nice cold water,
darling/* Dr. Paterson expressed surprise at her alarming
condition, and her husband said she had not slept for five
nights. Dr. Paterson then prescribed a simple sleeping
draught, and asked Pritchard to make it up himself so as to
save time; but that physician said he kept no drugs m the
house except chloroform and Batdey's Solution! So Dr.
Paterson went his way. That night, in pursuance of his
virtuous practice, Dr. Pritchard slept with his wife, M'Leod
lying on a couch at the bedfoot. At i a.m. the girl was
aroused by her master, who told her to go down and make a
mustard poultice; when she returned with it,, accompanied
by the cook, her mistress was beyond the aid of poultices.
The Doctor, however, insisted that it be applied. The cook
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